et  Archive 


https://archive.org/details/lehighburr19051902unse_6 


5l?e  Be^-Dauis  De^oratip^  Qo., 


Room  Mouldings  and  Picture  Framing. 

* « * 

7 North.  Main  Street,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


THE  TYPICAL 

College  Clothes  and  Haberdashery 

KOCH  BROTHERS, 

.V 1 i <"ii I o vvn.  Pa. 


i.j* 


THE  CHAS.  H.  ELLIOTT  CO. 


The  Largest  College  Engraving  House  in  the  World 


Works : 17th  Street  and  Eehigh  Avenue,  Philadelphia,  Fa 

Commencement  Invitation  and  Dance  Programs  and  Invitations.  Menus  Class  and  Fraternity  Inserts  for  Annuals  Class 
Class  Day  Programs  and  Fraternity  Stationery  Class  Pins  and  Medals  Calling  Cards  and  Wedding  Stationery 


BEST  GROCERIES 

FOR  FAMILY  AND  CIV  US. 

Special  Prices  for  Quantity  Purchasers. 

BOWEN’S  GROCERY 

South  Main,  Bethlehem  • 120  East  Third,  South  Bethlehem 

MAIN  STORE:  809-811  Hamilton  Street,  Allentown. 


UAtUl  IMT.tFFZ 


NADEER’S  OYSTER  HOUSE... 

NOW  OPEN 

Quick  Bunches,  Confectionery, 
Cigars  and  Cigarettes,  Sweet 
Chocolates 


“ Lehigh  is  the  stuff”  so  is 


UHL’S 


iCelebrated.  Vienna  Lagen 


On  tap  at  all  principal  places 


CALL  FOR  IT 


£ 

1 

E.  KELLER  & SONS 

Jewelers,  Silversmiths,  Opticians 

C3 

£ 

prize  cups,  trophies,  college 

-c: 

AND  CLASS  PINS 

Co 

kl 

711  HAMILTON  STREET, 

ALLENTOWN,  PA. 

B & B LAUNDRY. 


W.  M.  FLICKINGER, 

***“  °f  FINE  PORTRAITS, 

17  BROAD  STREET,  BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


(tttag  genffe  (UUg, 

£0e  peeing  faj* 
aff  tfye  c0arm6  e'er  ftnoifcn  to  0er 
(Breef  e&c0  render  of  £$e  QBiurr. 


©ofume  IL  (UUg  25,  1906.  (JlumBcr  S. 


S T A F K . 

H.  R.  Lee,  ’06,  Editor-in-Chief.  A.  W.  Cupitt,  ’06,  Managing  Editor. 

H.  E.  STEELE,  ’07,  Business  Manager. 

Samuel  E.  Doak,  ’06.  Thomson  King,  ’07  J.  B.  Reynolds,  ’07. 

C.  G.  Barth,  ’07.  R.  W.  Kinsey,  ’07.  N.  Cunningham,  ’08. 

Published  monthly  during  the  college  year  by  the  students  of  Lehigh  University. 

Contributions  must  be  in  the  hands  of  H.  R.  Lee,  431  Cherokee,  South  Bethlehem,  Pa.,  not  later  than 
the  tenth  of  the  month  for  which  they  are  intended. 

All  communications  should  addressed  to  H.  E.  St-ele,  471  Vine  Street,  South  Bethlehem,  Penna 
Copy  for  change  of  advertisements  must  be  in  the  hands  of  the  business  manager  by  the  first  of  the  month 
The  Burr  is  on  sale  at  the  principal  news  stands  in  Bethlehem. 

Single  copy,  15  cents.  $1.25  per  year  in  advance. 

Entered  at  Bethlehem  Post-office  as  second-class  matter,  June  18,  1904. 

Office  of  publication,  144  South  Main  Street. 


“The  most  manifest  sign  of  wisdom  is  a continual  cheerfulness.”— Montaigne. 


(Sbtfonaf. 

There  seems  to  be  rife  in  the  reading  world  a feeling  of  animosity  towards  editorials, 
and  the  Burr  has  not  escaped  in  this  respect.  In  fact,  it  seems  that  this  paper  has  brought 
down  upon  itself  more  than  a proportionate  share  of  hostility.  We 
scarcely  understand  why  any  one  should  say  of  an  issue  of  the  Burr,  “You 
Why?  will  enjoy  it  if  you  omit  the  editorials.”  Presumably  almost  every  man 
who  reads  this  paper  begins  this  unfortunate  part  with  a cat  vs.  dog  feel- 
ing. Let  us  dispense  with  that  feeling,  at  any  rate.  Doubtless  many  mis- 
takes are  constantly  made  in  this  portion  of  the  work,  but  they  are  conscientious  efforts. 
We  beg  you,  our  friends,  to  make  due  allowance  for  them,  as  being  the  views  of  a single 
individual  and  therefore  liable  to  all  the  faults  that  individuals  may  have. 
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Of  the  many  faults  that  college  men  have,  none  is  more  evident  than  that  of  selfishness. 
Each  man  is  so  wrapped  up  in  self  that  he  plays  his  role  in  the  drama  of  life  entirely  as  an 
actor  and  never  as  a spectator.  In  this  capacity  we  learn  too  little  by  ex- 
ample. We  cannot  look  at  the  acts  of  our  neighbor  and  judge  them  impar- 
tially. The  idea  of  self-advancement  inevitably  comes  in  and  taints  our  bet- 
ter judgment.  John  Fiske  says:  “Half  the  cruelty  in  the  world  is  the  di- 
rect result  of  stupid  incapacity  to  put  one’s  self  in  the  other  man’s 
place.”  Selfishness  leads  to  the  formation  of  cliques  and  other  combina- 
tions which  are  in  direct  hostility  to  concentrated  college  action.  Eventually  it  means 
death  to  athletics  and  the  national  standing  of  a college.  If  Lehigh  is  to  maintain  her  posi- 
tion as  a university  this  factor  must  be  eliminated  from  college  life. 


Selfish= 

ness. 


In  one  of  his  essays,  Montaigne  says:  “The  world  is  nothing  but  babble.”  Although  a 
statement  made  many  years  ago,  this  is  far  from  alien  to  the  state  of  affairs  to-day.  Many 
people  consider  an  education  to  be  marked  by  great  glibness  of  tongue. 
Garrulity  attracts  many  and  misleads  the  ambitions  of  not  a few.  We  be- 
lieve not  one  man  in  fifty  could  give  a definition  of  education  satisfactory 
Education.  to  himself.  He  not  only  does  not  know  any  definition,  but  has  no  definite 
idea  about  it.  Such  is  a rather  deplorable  state  of  affairs.  Too  many  think 
an  education  consists  of  knowing  how  to  make  money.  After  formulating 
an  idea  of  your  own,  judge  of  this  famous  definition  of  Huxley’s:  “That  man,  I think,  has  a 
liberal  education,  who  has  been  so  trained  in  youth  that  his  body  is  the  ready  servant  of 
his  will  and  does  with  ease  and  pleasure  all  the  work  that,  as  a mechanism,  it  is  capable 
of ; whose  intellect  is  a clear,  cold,  logic  engine  with  all  its  parts  of  equal  strength  and  in 
smooth  working  order ; ready,  like  a steam  engine,  to  be  turned  to  any  kind  of  work,  and 
spin  the  gossamers  as  well  as  forge  the  anchors  of  the  mind ; whose  mind  is  stored  with  a 
knowledge  of  the  great  and  fundamental  truths  of  nature  and  of  the  laws  of  her  opera- 
tions ; one  who,  no  stunted  ascetic,  is  full  of  life  and  fire,  but  whose  passions  are  trained 
to  come  to  heel  by  a vigorous  will,  the  servant  of  a tender  conscience ; who  has  learned  to 
love  all  beauty,  whether  of  Nature  or  of  art,  to  hate  all  vileness  and  to  respect  others  as 
himself.” 

* * * 


It  is  a matter  of  great  interest  and  satisfaction  to  true  Lehigh  men  to  note  the  activity 
of  the  Arcadia  in  enforcing  the  Honor  System  this  college  year.  Several  men  have  felt 
its  influence  and  realize  its  entity.  It  seems  that  some  severe  lessons  are 
needed  to  make  the  incoming  classes  learn  that  the  Honor  System  means 
something.  It  devolves  upon  the  coming  Arcadia  to  continue  the  good 
work  and  make  thorough  one  step  in  the  evolution  of  Lehigh  to  a place 
where  it  will  be  not  only  one  of  the  best  educational,  but  also  one  of  the 
most  honor-loving  institutions  in  America — a place  that  our  President  is  laboring  so  hard 
to  have  it  attain. 


The 

Arcadia. 


The  1907 

The 

Epitome. 

every  Lehigh 


Epitome  is  one  of  the  most  creditable  productions  Lehigh  has  ever  put  out. 
The  artistic  work  is  without  doubt  the  very  best  for  many  years  and  the 
literary  portion  of  the  book  is  about  one-half  more  than  that  of  last  year. 
The  Board  has  labored  hard  to  produce  this  book  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that 
man  will  show  his  appreciation  of  their  efforts  by  purchasing  a copy. 
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Mr.  Carnegie’s  gift  of  $100,000  for  the  construction  of  dormitories  came  as  a great 
surprise  to  the  students  of  Lehigh.  We  are  very  grateful  to  him  for 
Our  Gift.  his  gift  and  to  our  President  for  his  untiring  efforts  in  our  behalf,  but  we 
shall  be  doubly  so  when  under  the  influence  of  the  dormitory  system,  Le- 
high shall  have  taken  on  new  life. 


The  work  of  the  Mustard  and  Cheese  Dramatic  Association  in  the  musical  farce- 
comedy  presented  Saturday  evening,  May  5,  was  very  commendable  and 
in  every  way  up  to  the  standard.  Both  cast  and  chorus  work  were  excel- 
lent. The  extreme  satisfaction  expressed  by  the  men  and  friends  of  Lehigh 
at  the  close  of  the  performance  are  evidence  of  its  quality. 


Two  Views  of  Life. 


“Cheer  up,  cheer  up.”  said  a robin  so  gay, 

As  he  swayed  on  a treetop  one  morning  in 
May. 

“When  the  world  is  all  joy  let  us  never  be  sad, 

For  no  reason  is  there  why  we  shouldn't  be 
glad !” 

“ ’Tis  false,  ’tis  false?  untrue,  you  lie,” 
Cock  sparrow  said  in  sharp  reply. 

“The  winter's  long,  the  days  are  drear, 
May  time  comes  but  once  a year.” 

“I  am  glad  that  it  comes  even  once  in  a year, 

And  the  brighter  it  seems  since  the  rest  has 
been  drear. 

No  rejoicing  there’d  be  if  all  time  were  the 
same.” 

“There’s  naught  but  toil  and  fight  and 
pain, 

And  dust  and  dirt  and  wind  and  rain. 
You  know  it  not,  for  South  you  go, 

And  thus  escape  the  winter’s  snow.” 

“From  the  bad  and  the  good  as  we  pass  on 
our  way, 

We  should  choose  out  the  pleasant,  avoiding 
each  fray, 

For  our  life’s  what  we  make  it  as  onward  we 
o*o  ” 

Sang  the  robin’s  sweet  song  to  the  scolder 
below. 

“Our  life  is  just  a game  of  chance, 

A trick  of  Fate  alone  implants 
Our  bodies  here,  mere  toys  to  be, 

Result  from  cause  by  law's  decree.” 


And  thus  they  spent  the  livelong  day; 
The  sparrow  sad,  the  robin  gay. 

While  the  sun’s  golden  beam  and  the  flowers’ 
sweet  scent. 

Were  precisely  the  same  to  make  both  content. 


RATHER  AMBIGUOUS. 

He  : — “I  would  like  to  visit  your  town  some 
time.” 

She: — “If  you  ever  come  within  a mile  of 
our  place  I hope  you'll  stop  there.” 
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tlbe  professor’s  JSroiujbam. 


“So  old  black  Bill  McDade’s  still  janitor  of 
the  old  East  Building?”  asked  Dad,  and  we 
watched  with  delight ' the  far-away  twinkle 
growing  in  his  eye.  Stamps  Mason  and  I 
had  wasted  half  a day  of  our  Easter  vacation 
trying  to  get  the  governor  started  on  one  of 
his  old  college  yarns,  and  we  now  lit  our 
pipes  and  settled  back  comfortably  to  enjoy 
the  forthcoming  story. 

“If  it  hadn’t  been  for  Bill,”  continued  the 
old  man,  “our  bunch  would  have  left  Trilane 
without  diplomas.  In  our  day  “Pop”  Graves 
was  professor  of  Mathematics  and  also  gen- 
eral boss  of  college,  and  was  consequently  cor- 
dially disliked  by  every  undergraduate  on  the 
“Hill.”  But,  contrary  to  all  laws  of  heredity, 
“Pop”  had  a daughter,  Rosalie,  who  was  as 
universally  adored  as  the  old  man  was  hated 
by  the  students.  She  was  a queen.  In  fact, 
she  was  known  as  “The  Princess”  among  our 
bunch,  to  whom  she  was  a bit  partial.  I can 
well  remember  our  jealousy  when,  as  fresh- 
men, we  were  all  contesting  for  the  honor  of 
guiding  her  through  her  first  University  Ball, 
and  your  Uncle  Bob,  ever  afterward  her  fa- 
vorite, had  the  luck  to  be  chosen.  She  was 
“The  Princess”  to  “Pop,”  too,  but  he  wasn’t 
looking  for  any  consort  from  among  the  stu- 
dents, and  kept  her  so  closely  guarded  in  his 
castle  on  College  Square,  that  the  chap  who 
ventured  on  the  premises  left  hope  behind. 
That  is  how  the  trouble  started. 

“The  crisis  came  on  the  day  after  our  mem- 
orable victory  over  Vanderlip,  which  gave  us 
the  championship  of  the  South.  The  Princess 
had  graciously  accepted  “Bob's”  nervy  invita- 
tion to  drive  out  and  meet  the  home-coming 
team  at  the  station,  and  that  blissful  young 
gentleman,  besides  engaging  the  finest  horse 
and  buggy  the  livery  stable  afforded,  had 


wired  an  order  to  Nashville  for  roses  that  con- 
sumed his  allowance  for  three  months  to 
come.  The  rest  of  us,  more  than  a trifle  envi- 
ous, rode  over  in  the  wagonette,  and  waited 
about  the  station,  less  interested  in  the  arrival 
of  the  team,  than  in  the  appearance  of  “Bob” 
and  the  girl.  Imagine  our  astonishment  when 
“Fop”  Graves  drove  up  in  a brand  new 
brougham,  the  sweilest  we  had  ever  seen, 
with  the  regal  Miss  Rosalie,  looking  the  pic- 
ture of  wounded  pride  and  resentment,  beside 
him. 

“Poor  ‘Bob!’  We  missed  him  all  that  day, 
but  he  turned  up  after  bed-time,  knocked  over 
a table  in  the  darkness,  on  which  was  his  most 
treasured  possession,  an  old  bronze  lamp,  and, 
with  a vicious  kick,  sent  it  spinning  into  the 
far  corner  of  the  room.  After  this,  he  seemed 
to  feel  better,  and  without  a word  preceeded 
to  retire. 

“Something  had  to  be  done — this  was  the 
unanimous  decision  of  the  bunch,  when  “Bob” 
called  us  into  executive  session  next  evening. 
“Tank”  Hiarrison’s  suggestion  to  make  a bon- 
fire of  the  Graves’  Mansion  was  rejected 
when  we  discovered  a pint  flask  in  his  pocket 
and  noticed  other  signs  of  an  imminent  jag. 
“Bob's”  plan  was  much  more  appropriate, 
and  after  thoroughly  rehearsing  the  dare-devil 
scheme  and  being  coached  in  the  details,  we 
adjourned  to  our  rooms  to  prepare  for  an 
eventful  night. 

“Two  A.  M.  found  us  assembled  in  “Pop’s” 
carriage-house  with  the  much-talked-of 
brougham  transformed  into  parts  suitable  for 
transportation,  and  we  were  about  to  call  Har- 
rison from  his  post  at  the  rear  of  the  mansion, 
when  we  were  petrified  to  hear  the  opening 
notes  of  the  “Serenade”  in  “Tank’s”  maudlin 
tenor  floating  out  on  the  still  night  from  un- 
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der  the  fair  Miss  Rosalie's  window.  The 
reckless  Romeo  was  soon  pinioned  in  the  sta- 
bles, his  protest  that  he  was  “jusht  d’ vertin’ 
sshpish'on,”  smotheied  with  a handkerchief, 
and  we  were  well  on  our  way  toward  the  cam- 
pus with  our  spoils.  We  made  directly  for 
the  chapel  and  with  the  aid  of  a ladder  and 
an  improvised  block  and  tackle,  we  soon  had 
the  brougham  set  up  in  its  entirety  athwart 
the  roof  of  that  building,  when  the  contem- 
plation of  our  job  was  brought  to  a sudden 
close  by  the  sound  of  footsteps  on  the  gravel 
walk  below.  With  a grab  for  “Tank,”  who 
was  climbing  the  tower  to  get  a “bird’sh-eye 
view”  of  the  general  effect,  we  made  a dash 
for  the  rear  of  the  Chapel,  but  being  impeded 
by  the  freshness  of  a recent  coat  of  tar  on  the 
roof,  we  did  not  escape  before  the  bald  head 
of  “Pop”  Graves,  for  it  was  none  other,  ap- 
peared at  the  top  of  the  ladder.  Without 
heeding  his  commands  to  halt,  we  reached  the 
edge  of  the  roof  and,  aiming  for  an  adjacent 
coal  shed,  one  by  one,  joined  the  atmos- 
phere. All  but  “Tank,”  who  paused  dizzily 
on  the  brink,  glanced  fearfullly  back  into  the 
voluble  darkness,  and  then  in  response  to  our 
frenzied  whispers,  launched  forth,  only  to 
miss  the  shed  completely,  and  come  down 
with  terrific  force  on  the  luckless  head  of  an 
invisible  spectator,  whose  identity  was  quick- 
ly proclaimed  as  that  of  “Bill,”  the  janitor. 

“ ‘Fo’  de  Lawd,  Massa,  lemme  up, — what 
for  you  wanter  come  a pouncin'  down  on  mah 
haid.  Ah  knows  yo’,  Ah  knows  yo’  all. 
’Fessor  Graves  done  tole  me  ter  stan’  hyah  an 
watch  fo’  yo,  an’  .Ah’s  gwine  to  repote  yo’ 
Ah  is.” 

“The  handkerchief  gag  here  came  again 
into  use,  and  while  I made  a hasty  detour 
and  pulled  the  ladder  from  the  wall  just  in 
time  to  leave  “Pop”  balanced  precariously  on 
the  edge  of  the  roof,  the  bunch  made  off 
toward  the  cemetery  with  the  luckless  darkey. 
You  boys  are  too  familiar  with  mock  initia- 
tions to  need  to  be  told  of  the  fearful  ghosts 


and  skeletons  wrapped  in  sheets,  who,  with 
dire  threats,  exacted  the  oath  of  secrecy  from 
the  terrified  old  negro. 

“In  our  absence,  the  Professor,  having  tired 
of  calling  for  aid  which  came  not,  sat  himself 
down  on  the  newly  tarred  roof  to  await  the 
coming  of  daylight,  with  all  the  dignity  pos- 
sible under  the  circumstances.  When,  having 
been  discovered  by  the  roof-carpenters  some 
two  hours  later,  to  the  intense  glee  of  some 
fifty  spectators  concealed  behind  the  window- 
blinds  of  a nearby  dormitory,  the  Professor 
arose,  there  remained  the  major  portion  of 
his  trousers  sticking  to  the  tar.  Respect  for 
the  faculty  demanded  that  all  eyes  should  be 
turned  away  as  “Pop”  descended,  vowing 
vengeance  to  the  peipetrators  of  the  indignity. 
Of  course,  the  faculty  ‘investigated,’  and  of 
course  nobody  was  more  ignorant  of  the 
affair  than  we,  the  participants,  with  the  pos- 
sible exception  of  “Bill”  McDade,  janitor.” 

The  very  night  “Stamps”  and  I returned  to 
Trilane  we  cornered  old  “Bill.”  “Say,  “Bill,” 
I asked,  “who  put  “Pop”  Graves’  brougham 
on  the  chapel  roof?” 

“Go  ’long  now,  boss ! White-folks’  business 
is  still  white-folks’  business,”  he  answered, 
his  eyes  beginning  to  look  white,  and  with  a 
reproachful  glance  at  me,  the  old  darkey 
shuffled  away,  muttering  as  he  went, 

H.  R.  Faison,  ’09. 

Eternity. 

A Yankee  preacher  in  one  of  his  sermons 
exclaimed : “Eternity,  why  don’t  you  know  the 
meaning  of  that  word!  It  is  forever  and 
ever,  five  or  six  everlastings  on  top  of  that. 
You  might  place  a row  of  figures  from  here  to 
sunset,  cipher  them  all  up  and  it  wouldn’t 
begin  to  tell  how  long  eternity  is.  Why,  my 
friends,  after  millions  and  trillions  of  years 
have  rolled  away  it  will  be  a hundred  thou- 
sand years  till  breakfast  time.” — Modern  Joe 
Miller. 
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Qfc  (Reverie. 
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One  esentng  3 eat  8g  mg  j£tnbo>u$  anb  thought 
®.e  the  rings  ffoafeb  up  from  mg  gtge*  of  ttye  cot 
TWJere  3 ueeb  to  8e  fucilcb  anb  ttye  gragere  tty<\t  3 eatb 
HEfltfe  mother  i&as  ftefentng*  h^f  hanb  on  mg  heab. 

3 &<xw  3 breameb*  tn  those  ringfcts  of  smofte* 

@6  tf  ilnccfing  hrifh  me  8g  f^af  8cbsteab  of  oafl ; 

3 8earb  8er  sj^eef  »ot ce*  anb  3 eai&  tyer  bear  cgcs* 

$ mston  of  mother*  a memorg  3 grt^e. 

moment  thereafter  that  mston  xpas  changcb* 

<£tye  scene  J&as  quite  btfferent ; aff  i&as  arrangcb 
jjor  mg  gotng  to  coffegc*  mg  fortune  to  ttg* 

@mb  mother  i&as  8tbbtng  hor  fonbftng  goob8ge. 

I)er  tresses  i&cre  stf^ereb*  anb  furroi^eb  hot  8ro)& ; 

Ztyexe  were  tears  tn  hot  cgcs*  anb  faftering  noAO 

J=£ho  fttsseb  me  anb  gfeabeb*  ++  (tttg  8og*  iiohon  gou'rc  gone* 

(Kcmem8er  gout  mother*  gout  (Bob*  anb  gout  home/' 

3 aj^ofte  from  mg  breaming*  the  piston  i&as  gast : 

(Utg  gtge  hab  gone  out : there  hoas  bareness  at  fast. 

(Utg  ftm8s  anb  mg  8obg  ioere  sfeegtng*  3 tro)£* 

Q0ut  mg  souf  )£as  communing  witty  mother's*  3 ftnow. 


Wanted— 

A sure  and  speedy  cure  for  that  tired  feel- 
ing. 

An  automaton  for  writing  up  lectures. 
Neatness  and  accuracy  not  necessary.  Ability 
to  fill  pages  requisite. 

A garment  which  will  make  the  wearer  in- 
visible to  all  persons  wanting  money.  A good 
sum  offered  for  a guaranteed  article  given  on 
trial. 

Assurance  of  a D.  A high  premium  will 
be  paid  for  a four-weeks’  paid-up  policy. 


Which  Is  It? 

’Tis  said  they  have  a strange  machine 
Yclept  by  Mern'man  tur-been  ; 

But  if  you  question  Father  Klein, 

He’ll  say  that  you  should  say  tur-bine. 
Perhaps  it  is  a grievous  sin, 

But  some  boys  say  it  is  tur-bin. 

Violinist: — “These  pieces  I have  been 
playing  were  exceedingly  difficult.” 

Friend  (aside). — “I  wish  they  had  been 
impossible.” 


— £&efcen  — 
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Qtn  £)uftng. 


Dick  Houston  and  Jack  Conran  were  room- 
mates at  Angsworth.  They  had  put  in  already 
seven  months  of  their  Freshman  year  and 
were  madly  in  love  with  the  same  girl,  Alice 
Wentworth,  who  lived  near  the  pretty  pleas- 
ure lake  on  the  other  side  of  town.  To  out- 
siders, however,  it  seemed  doubtful  whether 
Alice  was  in  love  with  either  of  the  boys.  To 
them  another  seemed  to  hold  her  affections. 
The  boys  had  been  jealous  rivals  for  some 
time.  Many  a dollar  had  gone  that  winter 
for  clothes,  sleigh  rides,  etc. 

The  boating  season  had  come  in  now  and 
the  rivalry,  at  least  in  the  minds  of  the  boys, 
was  growing  more  and  more  spirited,  yet  no 
break  had  come  in  their  devoted  friendship. 
The  climax  came  one  day  when  Dick  blandly 
announced  his  intention  of  taking  Alice  out 
boating  the  following  Sunday  afternoon.  Even 
this  did  not  apparently  disturb  Jack  much, 
until  Dick  proceeded  to  blast  all  the  plans 
springing  up  in  his  mind,  by : 

“We  made  the  agieement  last  evening.” 

That  was  the  limit. 

“Say,  Dick,”  pleaded  Jack,  swallowing  his 
wrath  as  best  he  could,  “I  had  that  very  pro- 
ject in  mind  myself,  and  for  you  to  so  coolly 
display  it’s  defeat  is  enough  to  exasperate  a 
saint.  Come,  now,  old  boy ; for  the  sake  of 
friendship  and  a fellow’s  feelings,  share  up 
and  let’s  all  go  together,  if  she  is  willing. 
Maybe  we  can  bring  this  rivalry  to  an  end.” 

Dick,  seeing  it  was  either  compromise  or 
open  warfare  with  his  best  friend,  reluctantly 
consented.  The  following  day  Jack  joyfullly 
made  known  that  Alice  was  quite  willing  that 
the  three  should  go  together. 

Sunday  morning  broke  bright  and  warm. 
A gentle  breeze  rippled  over  the  lake.  Birds 


were  twittering  in  the  trees  and  the  broad, 
peaceful  land  beyond  the  lake  lay  as  if  sleep- 
ing in  grandeur.  The  very  earth  seemed  to 
be  exhaling  the  breath  of  life,  and  its  inhabi- 
tants with  joy  and  peace  were  thankfully  re- 
ceiving her  blessing.  Dick  and  Jack  were 
wrapt  in  the  joy  of  expectancy.  They  thought 
and  talked  of  the  coming  boat  ride  as  they 
lounged  in  their  room  that  beautiful  morning. 
Alice  herself  wore  a suspiciously  pleasant  look 
as  she  returned  homeward  from  morning  ser- 
vice. 

Promptly  at  the  hour  agreed  upon  the  boys 
were  on  hand  and  the  little  party  was  soon 
out  on  the  broad  lake  paddling  leisurely  away 
from  the  landing.  Miss  Alice  occupied  one 
end  of  the  boat,  Dick  the  other  and  Jack  man- 
aged the  oars,  for  the  boys  had  agreed  that 
from  their  limited  experiences  it  was  probably 
best  that  Jack  should  row. 

The  faultless  morning  had  blossomed  into 
a perfect  afternoon,  and  infinite  contentment 
seemed  to  hover  about  the  little  group.  Alice 
let  the  fingers  of  her  hand  ripple  lightly 
through  the  warm  water  as  she  merrily 
chatted  under  her  parasol.  The  boys  were 
all  attention,  for  words  from  her  lips  were 
like  nectar  to  Cupid.  They  had  spent  an  hour 
or  so  thus  pleasantly,  when  Alice  proposed 
that  they  seek  the  shade  of  the  large  trees  on 
the  shore  near  her  home,  for  the  sun  was 
warm,  and  that  would  dispense  with  holding 
the  parasol,  and  would  also  be  more  pleasant 
for  the  boys. 

When  they  had  gained  their  new  position 
the  appearance  of  some  spring  flowers  upon 
the  bank  caused  the  conversation  to  run  into 
the  subject  of  botany,  of  low  plant  life  and 
the  like.  Alice  noticed  a small  green  spot  on 
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the  edge  of  the  boat  and  asked  Jack  what  it 
was.  “I  don’t  know,”  said  he,  “Dick  is  more 
proficient  in  that  line;  perhaps  he  knows.” 

“Come  and  tell  me,  Dick,”  she  begged.  In 
his  eagerness  to  seive  her  he  attempted  to 
come  to  her  end  of  the  boat,  but  as  he  was  in 
the  act  of  passing  Jack,  someway,  nobody  save 
one  ever  knew  how,  the  boat  tipped  and  cap- 
sized. 

A cry  of  “Help ! Help !”  rent  the  air.  There 
was  a terrific  splash,  but  presently  three  heads 
were  visible  above  the  surface.  Neither  of 
the  boys  was  a very  good  swimmer,  and  they 
frantically  clutched  for  the  boat.  They  got 
hold  just  in  time  to  see  Miss  Alice  again  dis- 
appear. They  looked  at  each  other  in  terror. 
No  words  can  describe  the  agony  pictured  on 
those  faces  as  they  mutely  stared  at  each 
other.  The  fair  head  appeared  once  again 
and  Dick  grasped  madly  for  the  struggling 
form.  He  caught  her  sleeve  and  with  an  al- 
most superhuman  effort,  kept  her  above 
water.  At  that  instant  help  came  and  strong 
arms  dragged  the  three  from  the  water. 
Strange  to  tell,  Alice  could  easily  walk,  and 
they  say  a smile  ot  triumph  stole  over  her 
face  as  the  strong  young  rescuer  escorted  her 
home.  The  boys  all  bedrenched  and  hatless, 
took  their  way  home.  It  was  humiliating,  in- 
deed, to  pass  through  the  thronged  streets  in 
such  a plight,  but  they  finally  reached  their 
room  and  freed  themselves  of  their  uncom- 
fortable clothing. 

That  evening  before  returning  to  inquire 
after  Miss  Alice’s  welfare  they  were  telling  a 
senior  of  their  own  and  Miss  Wentworth's 
narrow  escape.  He  smiled  generously  and 
said : - 

“Alice  Wentworth  is  the  champion  swim- 
mer and  diver  in  town.  ” Jack  looked  at  Dick, 
and  Dick  at  Jack,  as  he  said:  “By  gad,  boy! 
We’re  stung.” 


Only  a Wall  Between. 


I. 

A newsboy  stood  on  a corner  drear, 

And  proffered  his  goods  to  each  one  near; 
His  form  was  meagre  and  lank  and  lean. 

A happy  scene  in  a mansion  bright 
Was  on  that  corner  on  that  same  night; 
And  there  was  only  a wall  between. 

II. 

A lonely  mother  caressed  her  child; 

Her  look  was  haggard  and  wan  and  wild, 

And  death  and  hunger  were  in  that  scene. 
The  infant’s  father  was  at  the  bar 
Drinking-  the  last  of  his  wages  there, 

And  there  was  only  a wall  between. 

III. 

A company  danced  in  joy  and  glee, 

And  life  was  merry  as  life  could  be — 

A picture  of  youth  at  gay  nineteen. 

A being  wretched  and  sick  of  all, 

Had  drawn  his  pistol  at  Fate’s  grim  call, 

And  there  was  only  a wall  between. 

IV. 

A bachelor  sat  in  his  lonely  chair 
And  longed  for  her  of  his  youth,  so  fair. 
’Twas  years  that  neither  the  other  had  seen. 
The  maiden  resigned  to  bear  her  part, 

Still  cherished  a hope  within  her  heart, 

And  there  was  only  a wall  between. 

“What  are  you  going  to  be  when  you  get 
big,  said  Cholly  to  his  sweetheart’s  little 
brother. 

The  answer  was : “I’m  going  to  be  a man. 
Why  didn't  you  ?” 

The  following  admonition  was  addressed 
by  a Quaker  to  a man  who  was  pouring  forth 
a volley  of  ill  language  against  him:  “Have 
a care,  friend,  thou  mayest  run  thy  nose 
against  my  fist.” 

Mother  (to  crying  child)  : — “You  must 
hush,  now;  there  comes  a man.” 

Child  (glancing  up)  :— “That’s  no  man; 
that’s  a student.” 


— QVtnc  — 
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©toee. 


“Hello,  Bill,”  said  Jim  Sanders  as  he 
stepped  briskly  into  the  office  of  Wm.  Mortel 
& Co.  “It’s  been  some  years  since  I last  saw 
you.  As  I was  passing  by  I noticed  the  name 
and  dropped  in  to  see  if  this  was  really  the 
office  of  my  old  classmate. 

“Yes,”  said  Bill,  as  they  exchanged  hearty 
greetings,  “I’ve  been  here  some  years  now, 
and  am  pretty  well  settled  down,  I guess. 

A sharp  little  cough  came  from  a neigh- 
boring corner. 

“What  new  fad  is  this?”  said  Jim,  as  he 
looked  towards  the  corner  in  which  lay  a 
small  monkey  curled  up  on  a rug. 

“That’s  Dives,  my  pet  monkey,”  returned 
the  other.  He  is  sick  to-day  and  I fear  he 
will  not  last  long.  This  climate  soon  proves 
too  much  for  the  little  fellows,  and  they  die 
of  consumption.” 

“I’m  surprised,  Bill,  that  you  ever  took  a 
fancy  to  any  pet  since  you  used  to  have  such  a 
generous  hatred  for  cats  and  dogs.” 

“Well,”  said  Bill,  “It  was  a rather  strange 
circumstance  that  brought  Dives  and  me  into 
life  friendship.  You  know,  while  I was  at 
college  I was  especially  interested  in  Africa 
and  its  resources.  Directly  after  graduation 
I was  made  leader  of  an  exploring  party  about 
to  be  sent  out  by  a company  with  whom  my 
father  was  very  influential.  We  set  out  in 
the  fall  of  that  year  and  after  an  uneventful 
voyage  of  some  weeks,  arrived  at  the  mouth 
of  the  Congo. 

“It  was  my  purpose  to  ascend  the  river  and 
explore  the  region  of  its  source.  After  leav- 
ing the  steamer  a few  days  were  spent  in  get- 
ting ready  a large  canoe  and  engaging  a num- 
ber of  natives  to  act  as  guides  and  laborers  on 
the  way..  I need  not  mention  the  details  of 


the  first  few  weeks  of  our  trip,  for  that  has 
nothing  to  do  with  Dives.” 

His  attention  had  been  attracted  by  another 
cough  as  the  monkey  languidly  opened  and 
closed  his  eyes. 

“Finally,”  he  went  on,  “we  got  far  into  the 
interior.  There  were  forests  of  luxuriant 
vegetation  on  all  sides,  and  the  country 
abounded  in  wild  animals  of  various  kinds. 
One  evening  after  we  had  encamped  for  the 
night,  I started  out  to  see  if  I could  shoot 
some  game  for  the  following  day.  I had 
travelled  some  distance  among  the  giant  trees, 
festooned  with  vines  and  hung  with  heavy 
foliage,  when  I sat  down  to  rest.  At  that 
moment  I noticed  a monkey  swinging  lightly 
but  rather  clumsily  ficm  branch  to  branch  of 
a neighboring  tree. 

The  instinct  to  kill  for  the  moment  surpass- 
ing all  else,  I raised  my  gun  and  aiming  as 
best  I could  in  the  dusk,  fired.  There  was  a 
low  piercing  cry  and  the  monkey,  dangling, 
for  a moment,  from  a low  branch,  dropped  to 
the  ground.  It  turned,  walked  toward  me  a 
few  paces  and  being  unable  to  go  farther,  sat 
down.  I already  felt  remorseful  for  my  wan- 
tonness,and  putting  down  my  gun  I walked  to- 
ward my  victim.  I came  within  a few  feet 
and  learned  to  my  astonishment  that  it  was 
a female  with  its  young  in  its  arms.  I drew 
nearer.  She  made  no  move  to  get  away,  but 
settled  lower  on  her  haunches  and  seemed  to 
be  growing  weaker. 

A low  wail,  as  human  as  ever  came  from  an 
animal,  escaped  her  lips  and,  turning  her 
mournful  eyes  to  mine,  she  pushed  aside  the 
hair  from  the  wound  in  her  breast,  glanced 
at  it,  at  the  little  monkey,  then  at  me.  The 
reproach  of  those  eyes  seemed  more  than  hu- 
man, for  their  owner  was  dumb.  I had 
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robbed  a helpless  child  of  its  mother.  I ier 
eyes  glazed.  She  fell  back  and  was  dead.  I 
took  up  the  infant  offspring  and  carried  him 
to  my  tent,  resolving  that  I would  never  shoot 
another  monkey.  1 called  him  Dives.  He 
grew  fast  and  in  a couple  of  months  was 
quite  lively  and  apparently  contented  with  me 
and  my  nomadic  habits. 

But  it  did  not  go  well  with  the  expedition. 
The  wet  season  came  on  and  malaria  seized 
our  party.  The  three  other  white  men  were 
taken  off  in  two  weeks,  and  I was  left  alone 
with  the  natives.  Those  times  were  frightful. 
Travelling  was  almost  impossible,  The  things 
I feared  began  to  be  realities,  for  I noticed 
signs  of  dissatisfaction  among  my  men.  I 
knew  their  treachery  and  was  on  the  watch 
but  could  not  be  awake  all  the  time.  On  the 
eventful  night  I am  about  to  tell  you  of  my 
blanket  was  spread  quite  near  the  edge  of  my 
tent  and  in  some  way  the  mutinous  natives 
knew  it.  About  two  o’clock  that  night  I was 
awakened  by  Dives  chattering  near  my  ear, 
(he  always  slept  on  my  blanket).  My  nerves 
owing  to  circumstances,  were  at  a high  ten- 
sion, and  I being  instantly  awake  and  alarmed 
sprang  out  of  bed.  I was  none  too  quick, 
for  scarcely  a second  afterwards  three  pikes 
burst  through  the  tent,  burying  their  sharp 
ends  in  my  bunk. 

Seizing  my  revolver  I fired  four  shots  in 
rapid  succession,  but  a faint  cry  was  the  only 
response.  I kept  guard  until  the  end  of  that 
long,  dark  night — a fearful  torturing  night  it 
was.  In  the  morning  no  natives  were  to  be 
found.  Dives  and  I were  alone.  We  set  out 
for  the  seashore  in  that  great  canoe.  In  about 
two  months,  after  many  perilous  adventures 
and  narrow  escapes,  we  reached  the  mouth  of 
the  river  again  and  finally,  home.  Do  you 
wonder  that  Dives  has  been  a very  close 
friend  ever  since? 

“I  believe  he'll  not  be  for  long,”  said  Jim, 
as  he  noticed  the  monkey  draw  a deep  breath 


and  relax  the  tension  of  his  body.  The  two 
men  stepped  nearer.  The  monkey’s  eyes 
opened  in  the  stare  of  death.  Bill  wiped  a 
tear  from  his  eyes  as  he  said:  “How  like  his 
mother!”  Jim.  “I  wonder  if  Dives  has  a 
soul.” 


First  Soph. — “Say,  Pard,  wasn’t  that  ban- 
quet great?” 


Second  Soph. — “Well,  I guess.  It  was 
worth  a vacation  and  three  months’  allow- 
ance to  me. 


The  End. 

In  the  cushioned  depths  of  an  oid  armchair, 
Sat  an  aged  father,  with  silvered  hair, 

With  a lily  as  white  as  the  driven  snow 
In  the  folded  hands  in  his  lap  below. 

At  the  flower  he  gazed  till  his  sight  grew  dim 
As  he  thought  of  death  and  the  phantom  grim 
That  awaited  him  at  the  closing  hour, 

Like  the  end  awaiting  the  spotless  flower. 

Not  a fear  he  felt,  but  a longing  warm, 

For  he  saw  a change  in  the  flower’s  form, 

In  the  snowy  folds,  pearly  white,  the  face 
Of  a lovely  woman,  enthroned  in  grace. 

And  he  wished  to  go  to  his  saintly  wife 
Leaving  all  the  cares  of  his  earthly  life, 

The  frail  hands  unclasped  at  the  touch  of 
death, 

And  the  lily  dropped  in  the  waning  breath. 
Hope  is  the  dream  of  those  who  are  awake. 
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MODERN  EVOLUTION  ALONG  TWO  LINES. 


The  Trolley. 


Never  full,  stuff  ’em  in, 

Move  up,  fat  men,  squeeze  in,  thin ; 
Bags,  valises,  boxes,  bundles, 

Fill  up  the  gaps  as  on  she  rumbles. 
Market  baskets  without  number ; 

Owners  easy  nod  to  slumber ; 

Sixty  seated,  fifty  standing, 

A dozen  more  on  either  landing. 

Some  one  lifts  a signal  finger, 

Car  slacks  up,  but  scarce  a linger; 
Shoved  inside  to  sweat  and  smoulder. 
Toes  are  trod  on,  “dips”  are  smashed, 
Dresses  soiled,  bonnets  crashed. 

Packed  together,  unwashed  bodies 
Bathed  in  fumes  of  whiskey  toddies, 
Tobacco,  garlic,  cheese  and  lager  beer 
Perfume  the  heated  atmosphere ; 

Old  boots,  pipes,  leather,  and  tan, 

And;  if  in  luck,  a “half-shot”  man; 
Aren’t  we  jolly?  What  a blessing! 

A street  car  hash  with  such  a dressing. 

— Adapted. 


“Is  my  wife  out  of  spirits?”  said  John  with 
a sigh, 

As  her  voice  of  a tempest  gave  warning, 
“Quite  out,  sir,  indeed,”’  said  her  maid  in 
reply, 

“For  she  finished  the  bottle  this  morning.” 

— Jest  Book. 

Judge: — “What  brought  you  to  prison,  my 

colored  friend?” 

Sambo. — “Two  constables,  sah.” 

Judges — Yes;  but  I mean,  had  intemper- 
ance anything  to  do  with  it?” 

Sambo: — “Yes,  sah;  dey  wuz  bofe  of  ’em 
drunk,  sah.” 

Collins: — -“When  do  you  find  the  greatest 
call  for  confidence?” 

Sterns: — “When  eating  sausages  at  break- 
fast.” 

Fair  Passenger  : — “Why  do  you  call  a ship 
she?” 

Sailor: — “Because  her  rigging  costs  more 
than  her  hull.” 
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South  Bethlehem,  Pa., 
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The  University  offers  the  following  courses  : 

I.  In  General  literature  : 

1 . The  Classical  Course. 

2.  The  Latin-Scientific  Course. 

II.  In  Technology  : 

1.  The  Course  in  Civil  Engineering. 

2.  The  Course  in  Mechanical  Engineering. 

3.  The  Course  in  Metallurgical  Engineering. 

4.  The  Course  in  Electrometallurgy. 

5.  The  Course  in  Mining  Engineering. 

6.  The  Course  in  Electrical  Engineering. 

7.  The  Course  in  Analytical  Chemistry. 

8.  The  Course  in  Chemical  Engineering. 

III.  Combined  Courses : 

Covering  five  or  six  years  and  leading  to  a 
technical  degree  in  addition  to  Bachelor 
of  Arts. 


For  further  information,  for  Registers  of  the  University 
and  for  descriptive  circulars  of  the  different  courses,  address 

The  Registrar  of  Lehigh  University, 

SOUTH  BETHLEHEM,  PA, 
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We  furnish  Tetters  of  Credit  and  Travelers  Checks  available  in 

all  parts  of  the  world. 


WATCH  THEM  GROW! 


E.  O’REILLY, 

COR.  3rd  AND  NEW  STS., 
and 

421-425  E.  3rd  ST. 


We  purchased  the  entire  building  of  our  present  location  cor.  3rd  and  New 
Sts.,  and  added  1000  sq.  feet  more  space  for  our  clothing  and  Haberdashery  for 
Men  and  Boys. 

At  421-425  E.  3rd  St.,  you  will  find  Carpets,  Blankets  and  a general 
Department  Store,  with  pure  foods  our  specialty. 

PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS. 


Tailors  and  Clothiers. 

Koch  Bros.,  Allentown. 

W.  S.  Mitman,  4th  and  New  Sts.,  So.  Beth. 
Schall,  Bethlehem. 

Schneller  & Snyder,  6 S.  Main  St.,  Beth. 
Louis  Reis,  55  S.  Main  St.,  Bethlehem. 
Jacob  Reed’s  Sons,  Philadelphia. 

SHOES. 

N.  A.  Haas  & Son,  801  Hamilton  Street, 
Allentown. 

Young,  Main  Street,  Bethlehem. 

J.  M.  Schnabel  & Bro.,  Main  St.,  Beth. 
M.  E.  Kreidler,  17  E.  3d  St.,  So.  Beth. 

JEWELERS. 

E.  Keller  & Sons,  71 1 Hamilton  St.,  Allen- 
town. 

Theo.  Kampmann,  26  S.  Main  St.,  Beth. 

H.  H.  Greiner,  S.  Main  St.,  Beth. 

CAFES,  RESTAURANTS,  ETC. 

The  Brighton,  31  S.  New  St.,  Bethlehem. 
NadlePs  Cafe,  4th  and  Broadway,  S.  Beth. 
Caffrey,  3d  and  New  Sts.,  So.  Beth. 

PHOTOGRAPHERS. 

Bggcrt,  53  S.  Main  St.,  Beth. 

W.  M.  Flickinger,  17  Broad  St.,  Beth. 

W.  G.  McCaa,  319  Birch  St.,  So.  Beth. 


COAL  AND  ICE. 

Penn  Coal  and  Ice  Co.,  So.  Beth. 
Waltman’s,  New  St.  Bridge,  Beth. 

BOOKS,  STATIONERY,  ETC. 

The  Book  Exchange,  7 E.  4th  St.,  S.  Beth. 
Lehigh  University  Supply  Bureau,  Campus. 
Moravian  Publication  Concern,  144  S.  Main 
St.,  Bethlehem. 

DEPARTMENT,  DRY  GOODS. 

E.  O’Reilly,  421  E.  3d  and  3 New,  S.  Beth. 
C.  P.  Hoffman  & Co.,  3d  and  Birch,  S.  Beth. 
Lerch  & Rice,  Main  St.,  Beth. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

Bethlehem  Preparatory  School,  Beth. 
Beck-Davis  Decorating  Co.,  7 N.  Main  St., 
Bethlehem. 

Bowen’s  Grocery,  8 S.  Main  St.,  Bethlehem 
Keystone  Printing  Co.,  Bethlehem. 

Lehigh  University.  South  Bethlehem. 
Zboyovsky,  Meats,  317  E.  3d  St.,  S.  Beth. 
Moore  & White  Machinery  Co.,  Phila. 

E.  P.  Wilbur  Trust  Co.,  S.  Bethlehem. 

B.  & B.  Laundry,  Bethlehem. 

Adam  Brinker  & Co.,  Trunks,  etc.,  119E. 
Third  St.,  So.  Beth. 

A.  C.  Huff,  Music,  7 So.  Main  St.,  Beth. 
Worsley  Bros.,  Furniture,  So.  Beth. 


Lehigh  Burr 
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